Wilfrid Gibson

With scarce a foothold for a bird,
And it seemed quite beyond belief                              go
That any wrecked upon that reef
Could s%vim ashore, and scale the crag
By daylight, let alone by night.
But they who live beside the sea
Know naught ?s too wonderful to be:                           95
And as I sat and heard
The quiet breathing of the child
Great weariness came over me,
And in a kind of daze
I watched the blaze                                                     100
With nodding head,
And must have slept, for presently
I found the man was sitting up in bed,
And talking to himself with wide unseeing'eyes.
At first I hardly made out what he said:                    105
But soon his voice, so hoarse and wild,
Grew calm, and, straining, I could hear
The broken words that came with many sighs.
'Yes, lad, she's going, but there's naught to fear,
For I can swim and tow you in the belt.                    110
Come, let's join hands together and leap clear . . .
Ay, son, it's dark and cold . . . but you have felt
The cold and dark before . , .
And you should scorn . . .
And we must be near shore ...                                  115
For hark, the horn!
Think of your mother and your home and leap . . .
She thinks of us, lad, waking or asleep . . .
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